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POEMS 


By Ruts LECHLITNER 


WERE I A GOD 


It would be fun to be a god 

And drop the petals of the days 

Like strange, sweet flowers upon the ways 
That slender cloven feet have trod. 


Were I a god, then I would wear 
The night like silk against my face, 
And a swift luminous twilight grace 


Would bind the darkness of my hair. 


And if I were a god, I’d lie 
All day beneath some friendly tree, 
And hear the wise leaves talk to me, 
And the little new leaves wake and cry. 


I think I’d live not very far 
Beyond the touch of human things, 
Close to the heart of life that sings 
And the white listening of a star. 


And if a star should let me know 
That you were given too much of tears 
Deep in the valley of the years, 

I’d leave my friendly tree and go 


Down on a shining drop of rain 

And bring a new love to your eyes: 

Love for my great warm earth and skies — 
I would not be a god in vain! 








MESA LAND AT SUNSET 


This clear, still place of evening earth and sky, 
Whose silences are as a flaming sword, 
Makes sound of color. Stark against the blue, 
The sun goes down — a great bronze bell of light, 
And the pale desert takes a song of rose 
And violet-tinted songs of little flowers 
Denied, except in dreams, the fruitless earth. 





The dull brown cliffs that guard the twilit east 
Wear borrowed color: searlet, and new gold 
Make harlequin these giants of the land. 
Against a blue that gives back cuprous light, 
Tall cottonwoods lift up their strong bronzed arms 
To hold the last rich garlands of the sun. 





Then color curves to shadow; and the gray 
And olive-silvered sage-brush darkly creeps | 
Along the flaccid drift of desert sand. 
Slowly the amber dies, and purple mists 
Cover the mesas, while the first white stars 
Look down upon the blueness of the night. 





OF A STARRY NIGHT 


Here is our tryst; the hungry, great-eyed stars 
Not intimate with us, have never bled i 
With the scarlet of the living . . . nor the memory of : 
the dead. | 
f 


Their cold white love may feel the sound of silence, 
And the dim silver darkness of the door 
That beauty softly opens — yet closes evermore. 


And we who weep would not exchange for starlight 
The brown, imperfect fragrance of this sod, 
The musk of flowers — the humanness of God! 
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ABOUT GHOSTS 


The one who said that ghosts are white, was wrong: 
He never saw the color of a song; 
Or maybe all his ghosts were too afraid 
Of being young, and so hid in the shade 
With leaves and starlight. That’s a funny thing 
For little ghosts who can’t wear anything 
But beauty like the fabric of the rain 
To go and do. . . . Look in the silver grain 
Of moonlight, through a shadow like thin lace 
Of violet and coral. There a face 
Mistily cool, with ghostling eyes, will smile; 
And you’ll be happy that you looked awhile. 
Don’t be afraid . . . not all ghosts walk at night, 
And I’ve seen some that weren’t so awfully white. 


OCTOBER MORNING 


It is real loveliness to walk at dawn 

Down little paths made erystal with the cool 
Of fallen mist, — a morning interlude 

Quiet with sweet white quiet, like a day 
Unnumbered, or a dream undreamed . 


The sun is rising now; and I can hear 
Low in the slender silver-throated grass 
Thin singing bells that play upon the air, 
And make a little song of lavender 
Delicate as the whisper of new snow 
Across the quiet of a winter night. 


These things have much of magic; and I fear 
My hands should never touch this exquisite 
Fine filigree of silken leaf and briar 

And beaded fern — their beauty is of God. 
And I have seen no wonder more than this: 
A warm, dark pattern on the frosted grass 
Tracing the broken glory of a flower. 











GARDEN SONG 


The summer grass is long and cool, 
And the red roses sway 

Above a little rainy pool 
That came just yesterday. 





Here is a place to lie and feel 
The warm wind, cloudy white, 
And watch a passing shadow steal 

A pocket-full of light. 


The little theft may lightly go 
The way of little fears — 

And only the chaliced pool shall know 
The taste of summer tears. 


ESCAPE 


Throwing white careless arms against the rain, 
You danced to the blown mist of bending trees 
And back again 


Into my dream. From that delectable hour 
Your frightened, cool loveliness trembled at my heart 
Like a sea flower. 


The wind learned a little grey broken song 
From the grey singing of your watchful eyes; 
But at the long 


Swift break of silver in the rising day, 
Hand in hand with the shadow of the last frail star 
You ran away. 
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MISUNDERSTANDING 


If I could talk to you — 

Tell you these things — 

There would be loveliness somehow, 

Could I but reach you. 

But mine are blundering fingers that touch nothing, 
And come back, bruised and weary. 


You have been not more 

Than friend to me; 

And yet — 

The hurt from this has almost made me love you: 

I who pluck beauty like a white flower from the hand of 
darkness — 

(Strange irony, that you could give me this: 

You who look upon me with bound eyes, 

And whose words come back to me, bleeding. . . .) 


I shall not ery 

Ceaselessly now, when you turn your face from me; 
But I shall look 

Out upon days that move through wind and flame 
Over the little memory of years. 


MAD BLANCHE 


She would braid willow branches by the hour, 
And dip her brown feet in the iris brook, 
Smiling the while at me her queer, long smile 
That gave her eyes a green, eternal look. 


Threading the fields together, she would show me 
Where honeysuckle and the briar rose grew; 

And we would breathe in little breaths of rapture 
Wild-raspberry scented mornings, wet with dew. 
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She taught my clumsier fingers how to fashion 
Baskets of burdock, and little ships of bark; 

And she could sing, and answer the red bird’s whistle, 
And the ery of the night bird out of the summer dark. 


I remember once we gathered autumn clusters 
Of ripening grape entwined with golden-rod; 

And looking strangely at the stain and pollen, 
She whispered that our hands were full of God. 


EVANESCENT 


I remember you only in forgetting, 
For you live in the spirit of all things lovely. 


You are a child-creature strange and elusive, 
Who laughs to find day darkness, 
And night radiant. 


You are the cool flame of a lily, 
The still sunlight of an amber rose. 


Something of the quiescence of gray dawn dreams within 
you: 
Your soul is star topaz. 


You have known the lyric melancholy of twilight, 
And the mysticism of purple seas. 


In gardens of wild thorn-blossom and jessamine and 
willow 

I may find you dancing, 

Swiftly and delicately, 

With the young grace of a god. 


A strangeness not of earth rests in your eyes: 
A depth, a bitterness, a lightness, a wild faun loveliness. 
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Your fingers have sensed the white magic of eternal 
questing, 

They have drawn crystal music from long curves of flow- 
ing water, 

And they have cupped the laughter of ghostly, smiling 
gods. 


I shall never know you, 

But I shall feel, in memory, that you are. 
I shall never touch you 

Lest you vanish as the shadow of mist, 
Or as the first sweet fragrance 

Of flowers in a dream. 


A LA BELLE ETOILE 


The wind 
Sits drowsily upon the hearth of night 
And purrs a slender cat-song. 


And now an impish little beggar moon 
Slides down a cloud, 

And peeks around my tree, 

And warms her white toes on a yellow star. 


My tree 

Wears rippling curves and shadows, 

And whispers like a lady in a church, 

Only much softer . 

Because — 

She knows that dreams creep in her arms at night. 


I think 

That I’ll watch close 

And catch a pink dream by his velvet ear 
When he falls out, — 

Or maybe a wee gray one. 

Then . .. I’llsleep. 





BIOGRAPHY 


When he was born the winds were crossed 
Upon a stormy night, 

And Shadow entering his soul 
Commanded him to write. 


He grasped strong words within his hands 
And bent them at his will, 

(O treacherous, Judasian words 
That kiss whom they would kill!) 


The sanity of common things 
He clung to, now and then, 

For eestasy’s tumultuous dreams 
Would madden unwise men. 


Oh, he was wisely sad at times — 
How sad, he never knew: 
Divine unhappiness is for 
The very, very few. 


A jealous god, they say, came down 
The white way of the sky, 

Unlocked the Shadow in his heart 
And passed, and let him die. 


A little rainfall came and went, 
Then all the earth was fair; 
And never a star forgot to shine 

Because he was not there. 
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